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sharp, you'll have your topgallant yards througK
the windows of that 'ere warehouse presently!"
This was the only cause of his interest in the
ship's beautiful spars. I own that for a time I
was struck dumb by the bizarre associations of
yard-arras and windowpanes. To break windows
is the last thing one would think of in connec-
tion with a ship's topgallant yard, unless, indeed,
one were an experienced berthing-master in one
of the London docks. This old chap was doing
his little share of the world's work with proper
efficiency. His little blue eyes had made out the
danger many hundred yards oft. His rheumaticky
feet, tired with balancing that squat body for
many years upon the decks of small coasters, and
made sore by miles of tramping upon the flag-
stones of the dock side, had hurried up in time to
avert a ridiculous catastrophe, I answered him
pettishly, I fear, and as if I had known all about
it before.
"All right, all right! can't do everything at
once."
He remained near by, muttering to himself
till the yards had been hauled round at my or-
der, and then raised again his foggy, thick
voice:
"None too soon," he observed, with a critical
glance up at the towering side of the warehouse,
"That's a half-sovereign in your pocket, Mr.
Mate. You should always look first how you are